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[1] ANIOt PASTERZOM MOWIt

Aniot pasterzom mowit:

Chrystus sie wam narodzit

w Betlejem, nie bardzo podtem miescie.
Narodzit sie w ubbstwie.

Pan wszego stworzenia.

Jaki Pan chwaty wielkiej
unizyt sie z wysokiej,

patacu kosztownego zadnego
nie miat zbudowanego.

Pan wszego stworzenia.

[2] HEJ! WESELMY SIE

Hej! Hej! Hej!

Weselmy sig, radujmy sie,
pozadany narodzit sie.
Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

Anieli sie w niebie ciesza,
pasterze do szopy spiesza.
Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!
Poustawiali sie w szyki
i wzieli sie do muzyki.
Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

A gdy sie juz dos¢ nagrali,
pokton Panu oddawali.
Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

Hej! Hej! Hej!

[3] GDY SIE CHRYSTUS RODZI

Gdy sie Chrystus rodzi i na swiat przychodzi,
ciemna noc w jasnosciach promienistych brodzi.
Aniotowie sie raduja,

pod niebiosy wykrzykuja:

Gloria, gloria, gloria in excelsis Deo.

Mowia do pasterzy, ktorzy trzod swych strzegli,
aby do Betlejem czem predzej pobiegli;

bo sie narodzit Zbawiciel,

wszego swiata Odkupiciel.

Gloria, gloria, gloria in excelsis Deo

[4] POLNOC JUZ BYtA

Potnoc juz byta,

gdy sie zjawita

nad bliska doling jasna tuna,

ktora zoczywszy

i zobaczywszy, krzyknat mocno Wojtek na Szymona:
Szymonie kochany,

znak to niewidziany,

ze cate niebo czerwone.
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ANGELS TO THE SHEPHERDS CAME

The angel spoke to the shepherds:
“Christ is born to you

in Bethlehem, not the least of towns.
He is born in poverty,

the Lord of all creation.”

This Lord of great glory

humbled himself from the heights;
he possessed no costly

palace buildings,

the Lord of all creation.

HEY! WE REJOICE NOW

Hey, hey, hey!

Let us rejoice, let us be glad,
the longed-for one is born.
Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

Angels rejoice in heaven,
shepherds hasten to the stable.
Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

They presented themselves in order
and began to play music.

Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

And when they had played enough
they paid homage to the Lord.
Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

Hey, hey, hey!

WHEN THE CHRIST TO US IS BORN

When Christ is bornand enters the world,
dark night turns into radiant brilliance.
Angels rejoice,

crying out under the heavens,

“Gloria, gloria, gloria in excelsis Deo!”

They tell the shepherds, who were keeping watch over their flocks,
that they should run straight to Bethlehem,

for the Saviour is born,

the Redeemer of the whole world.

Gloria, gloria, gloria in excelsis Deo!

JUST AFTER MIDNIGHT

Midnight had already struck

when the bright moon

rose over the nearby valley;

seeing by its light

and coming into view by its light, Wojtek called loudly to Szymon:
“Dear Szymon,

this sign has never been seen,

the whole sky is ablaze!”
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Na braci zawotaj, niechaj wstawaja,
Kuba i Mikotaj niech wypedzaja
barany i capy,

owce, kozty, skopy

zamknione.

Lezac w stodole,

patrzac na pole,

ujrzat Bartosz stary Anioty,
ktorzy wdziecznemi
gtosami swemi

okrzykneli ziemskie padoty:
Na niebie niech chwata
Bogu bedzie trwata,

a ludziom pokoj na ziemi!

Pasterze wstawaijcie, witajcie Pana,
pokton Mu oddajcie, wzigwszy barana,
skoczno Mu zagrajcie,

gtosy zaspiewajcie

zgodnemi!

[5] BOG SIE RODZI

Bog sie rodzi, moc truchleje,
Pan niebiosbw obnazony,

Ogien krzepnie, blask ciemnieje,
ma granice Nieskoriczony.
Wzgardzony, okryty chwata:
Smiertelny, Krol nad wiekami:

A Stowo Ciatem sie stato

i mieszkato miedzy nami.

Podnies reke, Boze Dziecie,
btogostaw kraine mita,

w dobrych radach, w dobrym bycie,
wspieraj jej site swa sita.

Dom nasz i majetnos¢ caty

i twoje wioski z miastami!

A Stowo Ciatem sie stato

i mieszkato miedzy nami.

[6] GDY SLICZNA PANNA

Gdy sliczna Panna Syna kotysata,

z wielkim weselem tak Jemu $piewata:
Lili lili 1aj, moje dzieciateczko,

lili lili laj, sliczne paniateczko.

Wszystko stworzenie $piewaj Panu swemu,
pomoz radosci wielkiej sercu memu:

Lili lili laj, wielki krolewiczu,

lili lili laj, niebieski dziedzicu.

Sypcie sie z nieba, sliczni Aniotowie,
$piewajcie Panu, niebiescy duchowie:
Lili lili laj, m6j wonny kwiateczku,

lili lili 1aj, w ubogim ztbbeczku.

Cicho wietrzyku, cicho potudniowy,
cicho powiewaj, niech $pi panicz nowy:
Lili lili laj, moj wdzieczny synaczku,

lili lili 1aj, miluchny robaczku.
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“Call your brother, make him get up,
get Kuba and Mikotaj

to drive out the rams, the billy-goats,
the sheep, the goats and the wethers
that are penned up!”

Lying in the barn,

keeping watch over the field,

old Bartosz saw angels,

who with their

sweet voices

proclaimed to the valleys of earth:
“In heaven be glory

eternal to God,

and peace to men on earth!”

You shepherds, get up, greet the Lord,
pay homage to him, taking the ram,
play him a skoczno,

singing with

your voices as one!

GOD IS BORN

God is born, the powers tremble,
the Lord of the heavens is laid bare,
fire blazes, splendour is darkened,
the infinite is set within bounds,
despised, deprived of praise,
mortal, the King of the ages.

And the Word was made flesh,
and dwelt among us.

Raise your hand, divine Infant,
bless our dear land,

in good counsel, in good living,
uphold her with your power,
our homes, all our goods,

the hamlets and the towns.
And the Word was made flesh,
and dwelt among us.

OUR LOVELY LADY

When the fair Virgin rocked her Son to sleep,
she sang to him thus with great happiness:
“Lullaby, my little child,

lullaby, fair infant.”

Sing to your Lord, all creation,

come to the aid of my heart in its great joy:
“Lullaby, great son of the King,

lullaby, heir of heaven.”

Come down from heaven, fair angels,
sing to the Lord, heavenly spirits:
“Lullaby, my fragrant flower,

lullaby, in the poor little crib.”

South wind, softly, sweetly,

blow softly, let the new young master sleep:
“Lullaby, my lovely little boy,

lullaby, my dear little one.”
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[7] PRZYBIEZELI DO BETLEJEM

Przybiezeli do Betlejem pasterze,
przygrywali dziecigteczku na lirze.
Witaja dzieciatko, mate pacholatko, pasterze, pasterze.

Podarunki Jezusowi oddaja,,
Na kolana przed nim ze czcig klekaja
Witajg dzieciatko, mate pacholatko pasterze, pasterze

Uznaja w nim Mesyjasza prawego,
ktory przyszedt, by ich zbawi¢ od ztego.
Witajg dzieciatko, mate pacholatko pasterze, pasterze

[8] W ZtOBIE LEZY

W ztobie lezy, ktbz pobiezy
koledowa¢ Matemu,

Jezusowi Chrystusowi

dzi$ do nas zestanemu?
Pastuszkowie przybywajcie,
Jemu wdziecznie przygrywajcie,
jako Panu naszemu .

My za$ sami z piosneczkami
za wami pospieszymy,

a tak tego malenkiego

niech wszyscy zobaczymy:
Jak ubogo narodzony,
ptacze w stajni potozony,
wiec Go dzi$ ucieszymy.

[9] JEZUS MALUSIENKI

Jezus malusienki

lezy nagusieriki;

ptacze z zimna, nie data Mu
Matusia sukienki.

Bo uboga byta,

rabek z gtowy zdjeta,

w ktory Dziecie uwingwszy,
siankiem Go okryta.

Przestan ptaka¢, prosze,

bo zalu nie zniose,

dosy¢ go mam z meki twojej,
ktbrg w sercu nosze.

[10] MY TEZ PASTUSZKOWIE

My tez pastuszkowie,

nie tylko krolowie,

na wozie, na wozie.

Jedziemy z kapels,

niech nas rozweselg

na mrozie, ha mrozie.

Graj, mowi Jezus, Bartku swoje,
stoj Dziecie, tylko bas wystroje

i smyczek, i smyczek .

Bartos sobg troska,
ze nie ma i wtoska na smyku,
na smyku.
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HURRYING TO BETHELEHEM

The shepherds ran to Bethlehem;

they played the hurdy-gurdy to the infant.
The shepherds, the shepherds

greeted the child, the little boy.

They delivered their little gifts to Jesus;

they bowed the knee in adoration before him.
The shepherds, the shepherds

greeted the child, the little boy.

In him they acknowledged the true Messiah
who is come to deliver them from evil.

The shepherds, the shepherds

greeted the child, the little boy.

IN A MANGER

In the crib he lies: who will hasten
to sing a carol to the little

Jesus Christ,

sent to us today?

Come, shepherds,

play sweetly to him

as to our Lord.

But we ourselves will hurry
after you with songs,

and we shall all

see this little one,

born so poor,

weeping, put in a stable.
He delights us today.

JESUS THERE IS LYING

Little Jesus

lies stark naked;

he is crying from cold, for

his Mother gave him no covering.

Because she was poor,

she took her kerchief off her head,
in which the child was wrapped,
and covered him with hay.

“Do not weep, | pray,

because | cannot bear your sorrow:
| have had enough of your pain,
which | bear in my heart.”

WE ARE SHEPHERDS

We shepherds too,

not only the kings,

are in the carriage, the carriage.
We are going with the musicians;
let us make merry

in the cold, the cold!

Jesus says: “Play

your instrument, Bartek!”

“Wait, child,

first | shall deck out the double-bass
and the bow, the bow.”

Bartos is nervous

that his hair is not
well combed, well combed.
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A nie myslac wiele,

szast ogon kobyle

do szyku, do szyku.

Jak zarznie w swoje szatamaje,
az Jezus paluszkami taje
powoli, powoli.

Badz zdrow, Panie mifody,

trzeba is¢ do trzody,

sciezeczka, sciezeczka.

Jezus mruga brewka,

daj im mioéd z konewka

i z beczka. i z beczka:

Dziekuja Panieciu pastuchy,
nalawszy po gardta swe brzuchy,
Chwata Tobie Panie.

[11] LULAJZE JEZUNIU

Lulajze, Jezuniu, moja peretko,
lulaj, ulubione me piescidetko.
Lulajze, Jezuniu, lulajze, lulaj,

a Ty Go, Matuniu, w ptaczu utulaj.

Lulajze, rbzyczko najozdobniejsza,
lulajze, lilijko najprzyjemniejsza.
Lulajze, Jezuniu, lulajze, lulaj,

a Ty Go, Matuniu, w ptaczu utulaj.

[12] HEJ W DZIEN NARODZENIA

Hej w Dziert Narodzenia Syna jedynego
Ojca przedwiecznego, Boga prawdziwego,
Wesoto spiewajmy,

chwate Bogu dajmy,

hej koleda, koleda!

Panna porodzita niebieskie Dzieciatko,
w ztobie potozyta mate Pacholatko.
Pasterze spiewaja,

na multankach graja.

hej koleda, koleda!

Skoro pastuszkowie o tem ustyszeli,
zaraz do Betlejem czem predzej biezeli.
Witajac Dzieciatko,

mate Pacholatko.

hej koleda, koleda!

[13] JEZU, SLICZNY KWIECIE

Jezu, sliczny kwiecie,
zjawiony na swiecie,

a czemuz sie W zimie rodzisz,
ciezki mroz na sie przywodzisz,
nie na cieptem lecie,

nie na cieptem lecie?

Jezu nie pojety,

czemu nie z panie ty,

nie w patacu ztozony,

w lichej szopie narodzony,

i miedzy bydlety,

i miedzy bydlety?
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And, absentmindedly —

whoops! it's the mare’s tail

that he puts in order, in order.

And he damages his shawm —

until Jesus shakes his tiny finger at him
very gently, very gently.

Farewell, young Lord,

we must go back to our flocks
by the little path, the little path.
Jesus gives a wink —

give him honey from the can

and from the barrel, the barrel!
The herdsmen thank the Virgin,
filling their throats and stomachs.
Praise to you, Lord!

LULLABY, JESUS

Hushaby, little Jesus, my little pearl,
sleep, my dear darling.

Hushaby, little Jesus, hushaby, sleep,
and you, little mother, soothe his crying.

Hushaby, most beautiful little rose,
hushaby, loveliest little lily.

Hushaby, little Jesus, hushaby, sleep,
and you, little mother, soothe his crying.

HEY, ON THIS DAY

Hey, on the day of the Nativity
of the only son

of the eternal Father,

the true God,

let us sing joyfully,

let us give praise to God!

Hey, nowell, nowell!

The Virgin has borne

a heavenly infant;

in the crib she has placed
the little child.

The shepherds sing,

they play their bagpipes.
Hey, nowell, nowell!

As soon as the shepherds
heard of this,

immediately they quickly
ran to Bethlehem,
greeting the infant,

the little child.

Hey, nowell, nowell!

JESUS, LOVELY FLOWER

Jesus, lovely flower

appearing in the world,

why are you born in winter,
inflicting hard frost on yourself,
and not in the warmth of summer,
not in the warmth of summer?
Jesus, not to be comprehended,
why are you not of noble birth,
not lying in a palace,

but born in a poor stable,

and among beasts,

among beasts?
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Sliczna jak lilija Panienka Maryja,

cata piekna jak roza,

nie szuka parskiego toza,

w ztobeczku powija,

W ztobeczku powija.

Osiotek z wotem stoja przed nim spotem,
zagrzewaja swego Pana,

upadaja na kolana,

nisko bija czotem,

nisko bijg czotem.

Aniot z nieba budzi najprzdd prostych ludzi:
Pastuszkowie, predzej wstajcie,

w szopie Pana przywitajcie,

co sie dla was trudzi!

Co sie dla was trudzi!

Pastuszkowie mali predko sie zebrali,

to z muzyka, to z piesniami,

to z roznymi ofiarami

Panu czes¢ dawali,

Panu czes¢ dawali.

[14] HOLA HOLA, PASTERZE Z POLA

Hola hola, pasterze z pola!
Idzcie, Pana witajcie,

a co macie, to dajcie.

Wotajg aniotowie,

pojdzcie mili bratkowie.

Pojdzcie jeno w tym czasie,
trzode zawrzeé w szatasie.
Po6jdzmy, pojdzmy do szopy,
wezmy serkdw pot kopy.

Dajmy Panu we ztobie,

co nas wabi ku sobie.

Pb6jdzmy wszyscy z weselem

do tego to Betlejem.

Péjdzicie i wy skrzypkowie
pojdzcie i wy dudkowie.
Walaszku! Kubaszku! Zagrajcie,
Stanaszku! Wojtaszku! Dudajcie:
Oj dyna, oj dyna, oj dyna,

Niech zyje Pan Jezus dziecina.

Hola, chtopy, dalej do szopy!
Wszyscy Pana witajcie,

a co macie, oddajcie,

masto, kukle, kurczatka

dla matego dzieciatka,

serki i gomuteczki

dla mtodej panieneczki,
gruszki, sliwki, jabtuszka

dla Jozefa staruszka.
Prosimy cie, Paniczu,

ziemi, nieba dziedzicu,

na te dary nasz Panie,

na jakie chtopkow stanie.
Przyjmijze je koniecznie,

bo cie kochamy wiecznie.
Banasiu! Gatasiu! Zagrajcie,
Bartosie! Pakosie! Dudajcie:
Oj dyna, 0j dyna, oj dyna,
Niech zyje Pan Jezus dziecina.
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Fair as a lily

is the Virgin Mary,
beautiful as a rose;

she seeks no lordly bed,
she swathes him in a little crib,
in a little crib.

The ox and the ass

stand together before him,
they warm their Lord,

they fall to their knees,
they bow down low,

bow down low.

The angel from heaven rouses
simple folk first of all:
“Shepherds, get up very quickly,
welcome the Lord in the stable,
which is worth the trouble,
worth the trouble!”

The humble shepherds

quickly assembled;

with music, with songs,

with all sorts of gifts,

they honoured the Lord,
honoured the Lord.

HEY LA, HEY LA, SHEPHERDS THERE YOU ARE

Hey, hey, shepherds from the field!
Come, greet the Lord,

and give him what you have.

The angels are calling,

go, dear brothers!

Go just at this time,

when there is uproar in the flock in the shed.
Let us go, let us go to the stable,
let us take two dozen cheeses.

Let us give to our Lord in the crib
the things we like ourselves.
Come, everyone, with joy

to Bethlehem.

Come, you fiddlers,

come, you bagpipers!

Walaszek, Kubaszek, play!
Stanaszek, Wojtaszek, pipe!
Tralala, tralala, tralala,

long live the infant Lord Jesus!

Hey, you peasants, come to the stable!
All of you greet the Lord,

and offer him what you have:
butter, dolls, little chicks

for the tiny child,

cheese and curd-cake

for the young woman,

pears, plums and apples

for Joseph, the old man.

We pray you, young master,
heir of earth and heaven,
accept these gifts, our Lord,
from us, country folk,

accept them in the end
because we love you forever.
Banasio, Gatasio, play!
Bartos, Pakos, pipe!

Tralala, tralala, tralala,

long live the infant Lord Jesus!
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[15] A COZ Z TA DZIECINA

A c6z z ta Dziecing bedziem czynili,
pastuszkowie mili, ze sie nam kwili?
Zaspiewajmy Mu wesoto

i obroémy sie z Nim wkoto.

Hoc hoc hoc hoc!

Nie tak, nie tak cieszcie

mita dziecing

Ja mu wnet laleczke piekng uwine
Lala lala moje dziecie

la, la la, la moje zycie

la, la, la, la

[16] HEJ, HEJ, LELIJA PANNA MARYJA

Hej hej, lelija Panna Maryjal!
Hej porodzita Pana Jezusa
Panna Maryja.

Hej hej, lelija Panna Maryjal!
Kaj go kapata, Pana Jezusa,
Panna Maryja?

Hej hej, lelija Panna Maryja!
W co powijata Pana Jezusa
Panna Maryja?

Hej hej, lelija Panna Maryja!
W czem kotysata Pana Jezusa
Panna Maryja?

[171 Z NARODZENIA PANA

Z Narodzenia Pana dzien dzi§ wesoty,
wyspiewuja chwate Bogu zywioty.
Rados¢ ludzi wszedzie stynie,

Aniot budzi przy dolinie

pasterzy, co pasli pod borem woty.

Wypada wsrodd nocy ogier z obtoku,
dumaja pasterze w takim widoku.
Kazdy pyta, co sie dzieje,

czy nie swita, czy nie dnieje?

Skad ta tuna bije tak mita oku?

Ale gdy anielskie gtosy styszeli,
zaraz do Betlejem prosto biezeli;
tam witali w ztobie Pana,
poklekali na kolana

i oddali dary, co z sobg wzieli.

Potem wykrzykneli w gtos na przemiany:
zyj, Jezu malenki, na swiat wydany.
Niech Ci, Panie, od nas chwata

nie ustanie wiecznie trwata,

zyj, zyj, Zbawicielu, z nieba zestany.

Odchodzg z Betlejem petni wesela,
ze juz Bog wystuchat prosb lzraela;
gdy tej nocy to widzieli,

co Prorocy widzie¢ chcieli -

w ciele ludzkim Boga i Zbawiciela.

WHAT TO DO WITH THIS CHILD?

What shall we do for this child,

dear shepherds, as he whimpers before us?
Let us sing cheerfully to him,

and dance around him.

Hoc, hoc, hoc, hoc!

The dear child does not like this:

| shall soon bring him a lovely doll.
Hushaby, my child,

hushaby, my dear one,

hushaby.

HEY, HEY LOVELY LADY MARY

Hey, hey, thou lily, Virgin Mary!
Hey, the Virgin Mary
bore Jesus the Lord.

Hey, hey, thou lily, Virgin Mary!
How did the Virgin Mary
bathe Jesus the Lord?

Hey, hey, thou lily, Virgin Mary!
In what did the Virgin Mary
swaddle Jesus the Lord?

Hey, hey, thou lily, Virgin Mary!
In what did the Virgin Mary
rock to sleep Jesus the Lord?

THIS IS OUR LORD’S BIRTHDAY

The Nativity of the Lord today is a joyful day:
the elements sound the praises of God.
Mankind’s joy is spread abroad everywhere;
in the valley the angel wakes

the herdsmen tending oxen below the forest.

At midnight the clouds are on fire;
the shepherds are puzzled at the sight.
Each asks what is happening

when it is not dawn, when day has not broken.

How can the moon strike the eye so sweetly?

But when they heard the angelic voices,
immediately they ran straight to Bethlehem;
there they greeted the Lord in the crib,
they fell to their knees,

and offered the gifts they had brought.

Then they cried aloud at the miracle:

“Long live little Jesus, brought into the world!
Lord, may the tribute from us

never cease eternally;

long live our Saviour, sent from heaven.”

They go out from Bethlehem with great joy,
for God has now granted the prayer of Israel:
this night they have seen

what the prophets foresaw and longed for —
God the Saviour in a human body.
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[18] PASTERZE MILI

Pasterze mili,

coscie widzieli?
Widzielismy Malenkiego
Jezusa narodzonego,
Syna Bozego.

Co za patac miat,

gdzie gospoda stat?
Szopa bydtu przyzwoita
i to jeszcze zle pokryta
patacem byta.

Kto asystowat,

kto Go pilnowat?

Wot i osiot przyklekali,
parg Go swa ogrzewali,
dworzanie Jego.

[19] DZIECINA MAtA

Dziecina mata, Bog Stworca nieba!

A kedyz nam go szukac¢ potrzeba?

W stajence, w Betlejem powita z weselem
Maryja syna, piekna nowina

Mate pachole, moj Jezu drogi,

jakze wytrzymasz ten to mroz srogi?
W6t z ostem puchaja, parg zagrzewaja,
by dziecie spato, a nie ptakato.

[20] NAJSWIETSZA PANIENKA PO SWIECIE CHODZItA

Najswietsza Panienka po swiecie chodzita,
kiedy Pana Jezusa w zywocie nosita.

Napotkata w drodze chtopka ubogiego
i zaraz czem predzej pobiegta do niego.

Moj ubogi chtopku, ubogi chtopeczku
przenocuj mie, przenocuj w swoim budyneczku

O przedliczna Pani, pojdzze do tej szopy,
bedziez ci tam miata swoj nocleg spokojny

[21] LACRIMOSA

Lacrimosa dies illa
quare surget ex favilla
iudicantus homoreus.
Huic ergo parce, Deus.

Pie Jesu, pie Jesu, Jesu, Domine
dona eis, dona eis, dona eis, dona eis

requiem, requiem, requiem.
Amen.

[22]-[26] FIVE SONGS

We regret we are unable to include the Polish texts for the Five Songs

8.555994

SHEPHERDS, CAN YOU TELL?

Dear shepherds,

what have you seen?
We have seen the tiny
Jesus born,

the Son of God.

What palace did he have

where did it stand for his lodging?
A sturdy cattle-shed —

though still it hardly shelters him —
was his palace.

Who was present

to look after him?

The ox and the ass, kneeling,
warming him with their breath,
were his courtiers.

INFANT, SO TINY

Tiny infant, God, Creator of the heavens!
And where must we seek him?

In a little stable in Bethlehem Mary
swaddled her son: wondrous news!

Little child, my dear one,

how do you endure this cruel frost?

The ox and the ass blow, they warm him with their breath,
so that the infant may sleep and not cry.

HOLY LADY MARY WANDERED THROUGH THE WORLD WIDE

The Blessed Virgin wandered through the world,
when she carried the Lord Jesus in her womb.

On the way she met a poor peasant,
and immediately in a moment she ran to him.

“My poor peasant, poor little peasant,
give me lodging in your little house.”

“O fairest lady, enter this shed:
there you will have quiet lodging.”

LACRIMOSA

Woeful that day,

in which sinful man

will arise from hot ash to be judged.
Therefore spare him, O God.
Gentle Lord Jesus,

grant them rest.

Amen.

Five Songs to texts by Kazimiera lllakowiczowna (1892-1983)
[22] The Sea

Afloat, in the furrow of water,

the down and fluff flows on,

and beyond it, like little boats one after another,
the white down of geese and ducks.

Thus they flow, thus they run,

down into the Mediterranean Sea.

And the Mediterranean Sea
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is azure and dark,

the spate moves in it like an unsleeping beast,
and everything is tossed about — down,
feathers, dinghies, birds and battleships.

[23] The Wind

The wind has donned breeches of striped fustian;
he fights and kicks around the palings.

“Once | have destroyed the railing,

I shall let in the storm and destroy everything!
Once in the garden, we shall tear up the paths,
and rip off shingles and wires, vine and shutters.
What wonderful fun it will be

when no wall is left standing!”

[24] Winter

Everyone has retired into their warm houses,

the grain slumbers in the sheltering barn,

white snow falls, white snow falls in the field,

warm snow falls, sheltering snow falls,

until the heavens are empty and grow cold,

and the earth fills up to the brim.

Only white snow and rose-coloured snow will have fallen,
and in the sunset glow, silent, purple snow.

[25] The Knights

When the knights rode out to battle,
they had very high-spirited horses;
each chased the other,

they shed their golden horseshoes.

But when they returned from the war,

they had shafts of cold steel in their wounds,
and behind the carriage there walked very
quietly, on tiptoe,

fair horses, mournful with grief.

[26] Church Bells

We love church bells

when they are melodious,

we love it, when from the onion tower
joy rushes down on the roofs.

But we also love church bells

when they are angry,

when, out of fear of the unknown night,
they batter their heads on the roofs.
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